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WHEN I KNOCK AT YOUR DOOE.

When I knock st your door, May Bells, denrest,
Though 1 know you are gracious and kind,
And your friendship han grown the sincerest,
Three things will come up in my mind,
I think of the night I once knocked there,
The time that still makes my heart nchs,
When 1 got a great buokset and shock thers
By klssing your mu by mistake,

When I knock at sour deor, May Belle, darling,

I recall how 1 went there to win,

But the bull deg behind me enme snarling,
And I, witbont kuocking, bulged in,

In the dark | encountersd your father,
Who thought me a burgiar, no doubt,

And without snv guestions or bother,
Ere I could expluin, kicked me out.

When I knock at vour door, May Bells, dearest,
Though 1 know that to me they're resigned,
And you love mae with heart the sincerest,
Three things will come up in my mind;
Thres thoughts which 1 never ean sinother
Fill my hoad with & racket, and roar,
Yourself, and vour futhor and mother,
Mny Belle, dear, when I knock st your door.
—Yankee Blade.

A FORTUNATE RUNAWAY.

BY M.E. C.

“The Ghost” was un old white horse.
*He's made up of bones aud sinews,
and, Is'pose, was the ghost of his for-
mer self,” May said, when she first saw
him browsing in the pasture.

“The Ghost" he was ealled, by all the
children, from that time on.

Aunt Phebe was “Silas’ widder,”
Grandmother Brown would have told

on.

4 Although ten venrs older than Silas,
she had persuaded him to marry her
when he was barely 21, and ill with
consumption. It was hardly to be ex-
pected that his father and mother
should approve.

0Old Mr. Brown did not live many
years after his son's marriageand death,

Grandmother Brown was a quite,

ntle, home-loving body, an excellent

ousekeeper and “proper good help-
meet”—as her husband slwavs said;
but che was as helpless as a baby abont
settling the estate, and Aaron, her only
surviving child, was but a boy of 12, so
Phebe—who was ashrewd, unprincipled
woman—settled it mostly into her own
hands.

Since then old Mrs, Brown and her
boy, as she still called him, had seen
many hard times,

Aaron Brown was not calenlated to
get along well in the world, though he
was a steady, hard-working man. He
toiled away on the little, rocky farm,
and his wife helped him as best she
counld. beuring all the necessary priva-
tions patiently.

She wus a sweet, lady-like lookmg
woman, with pretty, pink cheeks, and |
light-brown hair broshed smoothly back. |
She wore uneat, calico dresses, often |
faded and patched.

Grandmother Brown thooght she
looked like a beantiful Madonna; but
Aunt Pheebe always said: “Harriet has
no style.,”

Anna once overheard the remark and
repeated it to May.

“Style, indeed !” the child indignantly
exclaimed ; “Ihope I'm thankful mamma
does not look like her, if that's style.
Look at her old freckled face, and her
little, snapping black eyes, an& dyed
hair, all sticky with the horrid, dirty-
smelling stuff she puts on it She

needn't thing slie looks so fine, with
those gold spectacles hanging half way |
down ber nose. They'd drop off if her |
nose didn't turn up so at the end. I

know she wears silk dresses, and has |
new bonnets every time she comes—
often enough that is, too—and mamms
never has any new things, but she al-
ways looks nice, and Aunt Pheebe looks
like the very old cat.”

“Dont say ‘the old cat.’ May; it
sonnds swful. Mamma don’t like to
have you say it. Aunt Phabe wouldn't
look half so funny if she didnt wear
such queer colors, and the biggest of
everything. Her bustle is ‘'most as big
as she is, and her bonnet pokes wup
higher'n any other bonnet in the meet-
ing-house, and it is such a bright green;
and then that purple dress and searlet
pamasol! Buch parasols are not for old
men;tieknow t:&v are not. The
boys on meeting-house steps h
when azmgoasin. I don’t blame ::-?fn,

either.

Amnie loved soft, snbdued colors,
quiet tones. and guiet ways.

The children were playing up in their
own room, one afternocon, in y sum-
here, Annie?

look and see

tucking them in and stoopcd to kiss
their faces and say: “Good night, you
dear children. Be good while mamma's
gone,” before she raised her head, and
pushed back the curtain to look out.
Annie was never in & hurry.

May was standing on the bed at the
other side of the room, trying to fasten
a patch-work gnilt across one end of a
steamboat berth. They were going to
play take a journey on the steamboat;
as neither of them had ever taken such
a journey they had no very clear idea
how to arrange a berth.

“It stopped, yes; but I can't see who
itis. They are in under the porch
now. Oh, my goodness!” in a tone of
dismay. “It's Aunt Phabe, that's who
it is. I see her big trunk on the back
of the stage. Thedriver's just unstrup-
ping it. What shall we do?"

“Grin and bear it, I s’pose—just as
we always have to,” pouted May, as she
dropped the blankets,

“I counld ery if I wasn't so provoked
with her. We'll have to stop playing
now and go down and do something for
her—she’s always coming and spoiling
all our fun.” <

Everyone in the honse felt just as the
children did about the visitor, though
1o one else was quite so frank and out-
spoken in regard to the unexpected
arrival.

If the grandmother had heard the con-
versation she wonld have said: “Hush,
hmsh, children! Don't apeak like that;"
but she looked anxiouns and worried her-
self when she heard the lond, harsh
voice of “Silas’s widder” at the door.

You must not think that they were in-
Lospitable people. They were not that;
they were only poor. - Aunt Phabe had
but recently mude them a long visit.
She was not expected again so soon.

Old Mrs. Brown anxiously whispered :
“What i€ the world shall we get for
supper, Harriet? There's nothing in
the honse but a liftle rye bread and
milk, and Pheebe won't touch that.”

“Yes there is, mother. There is a
quarter of a pound of tea I bought for
you—I krew you ought to have tea, and
there isa very little wheat flour. I can
make quick biscuit enough for Phobe;
and there is some current jam, and s
little butter. I'm glad I saved it oumt.
Pheebe never thinks she can get along
without butter, as we have to, so much
of the time.”

The Browns had to sell all the butter
they eould make to vay for what they
needed from the store.

Though Mrs. Brown had planned one
meal for her visitor, she sighed wearily
when she thought of the many cthers
to be planned before the visit was ended.
Aunt Pheebe never stayed less than six
weeks.

They were just now more than usually
pinched, trying to scrape together
money enough to pay for a horse.

The children were in the habit of
helping their father on the farm. They
were delighted to owna horse.  May,
who, though the younger, tookthe lead
in everything, was not long in learning
todrive. They had very little time for
play, but they never seemed to mind it
except when Aunt Phoebe was there.
She sent them on s0 many errands that
the little play they had was sadly inter-
rupted.

As soon as Aunt Phoebe heard of the
horse she said: “Now, brother Aaron,
I want you should have the children
take me, t'morrer, out to Uncle Joseph’s
to spend the afternoon. I'm so glad
you've got & horse, s0 I can go more
when I'm here. So many folks feel
hurt ‘cause I don’t visit 'em oftener. 1
know Aunt Sarah 'll be dretful glad ¢'
see me, and May's a real ‘oute Ilittle
driver, I justsaw her driving info the

ard.”

i Mr. Brown had intended to use the
horse to cultivate corn; but he had
learned long sgo that yielding to

her out of the way, s0 he did not think
of refusing her the use of the horse—
though he felt very sorry for his little
girla. He knew that they would have
s trying afternoon.

¥'s sunny face clonded when she
heard what they must do. She had
expected to ride the horse for her
to cultivate corn. She always enj
that. The birds sang so joyously out

ir

own feet, as we have alwsays had o be
fore.”

“How do we know it will be any
easier to drive to suit her than 'tis to do
anything else?”

“I wonder yon didn't buy a decent-
looking horse whilst you was about it,
Aaron,” Aunt Phebe remsarked, as she
climbed into the back seat of the long
wagon. She wasa tall, large woman,

“The Ghost” walked slowly out, as
was his habit at starting.

“Do ‘tend to your drivin', child, and
make that horse go, can’t you?”

May took the whip and switched him
a little. He gave a sudden start and
went a trifle faster.

“There, May Brown! I won't have
that! Don’t yon whip him again; he'll
run away and throw us all out, just as
sure as you do it!"

May did not venture to whip him
again, but she was reprimanded none
the less for that. If he went fast, it
was “There now! You'll drive this
horse to death, 'fore your poor father
ever gets him paid for, too. It's a sin
for a child to act s0.” If he went more
slowly, it was, “Now, May Brown, don't
you let this horse creep along so; they
ain't no sense in it. I know I conld
make him go good.”

Af last she said: “Well, I can’t stand
your tricks no longer. T'd rather trust
Annie. Annie, you drive.,”

The ebild meekly obeyed, and, in her
nervousness, gave a sharp twitch which
started np the Lorse,

“There! What're you up to now?
Drive slower.”

They were on the brow of a long hill,
and “The Ghost” was not disposed to
go slowly just there. Annie could not
stop him at once.

Aunt Phabe became more and more
angry, until at last she stood up, hold-
ing in one hand the bLright scarlet
parasol so obnoxious to Annie’'s eyes,
and attempted to grasp the reins her-
self. She succeeded only in giving one
line & quick, sharp pull.

Now “The Ghost,” all unknown to his
present owners, had been, in his youth,
a fiery steed much given to hasty flights
over the roads—when anything occurred
that he did not exaetly understand.

That flaming red thing towering over
his head, and the sharp strong pull on
one line acted on him like a draught
from the fountain of youth. He instantly
turned to the right and flew over the
ground like a young eolt.

Annie and May were thrown ont into
the swamp aud well eovered with black
mud but uninjured.

They picked themselves up and
crawled out to the road, two sorrowful
little maidens, with their pretty, cheap
sun-hats all crushed and Erukan, their
light calico dresses light no longer,
their wavy, brown hsir matted with
mud, and their hands and faces eovered
with it. ;

“Papa says some le believe in
mud baths,” ssid Annie, with doleful
amusement, “but I don’t.”

“Papa’ll want to put us in the corn-
fleld to scare the crows away,” langhed

M
“We lock funny enmongh, 'm sure,
but do look at Aunt Phebe! Oh, it's
enough to make the bushes langh !”

“I s’pose ‘The Ghost’ isrunning wway.
I never saw a runaway horse before.”

“Do you believe he'll upset her and
break the wagon? What would father
do without the wagon?”

Annie was half erying—thinking what
& loes it would be to her father-—when
May broke out in merry, ringing langh-
ter. -

after she had passed they gazed
down the road expecting to see the ele-
phant following.

A boy, killing potato bugs in a field,
looked up when he heard the elattering
of the wagon, and cried: “Good lordy
massy! Ef it ain't Aaron Brown's
‘Ghost’ runnin’ away! Got some
critter in there, too. Wall, ’tain
s’prizin’ that he sh'd run like that with
sech a woman in behind.™

With wi n mouth and eyes he
watched them out of sight.

An old man hoeing corn over ona
hill-top canght & glimpse of the strange
apparation, with his dim, blurred eyes,
and exclaimed: “What on sirth iy it?
Is the Day o' Jedgment comin’? Looks
like or fiery chari't. I do'know but the
end o' the world's nigh. I mus’ git
home t' my ole woman.”

He hastened down the hill to his
house, where he was met with angry
exclamations from that s~we old wo-
man.

“Seeit! Yis, Isaw 3t,” ehe sneered.
“Nothin' in the worl’ but er horse run-
nin’ erway with er woman—not ’fore
her senses hed mmn erway with her,
'nnther. I do'know but the worl® is
comin’ to an end when wimmen—ole
wimmen, too—are so full o' pride and
vanity 't they rig theirsel's out like that
—scarin’ ols horses an’ cle men both
out o' their senses— ef they ever had
uny.”

On and on they went, Aunt Phabe
holding fast to the seat, making no at-
tempt to drive, but every little while
shonting, “Whoa! whoa!”

Her shrill voice mingled with the
loud clattering noise of the rickety
wagon only frightened the horse and
made him run the faster.

Just as he was getting considerably
calmed down, Aunt Phwbe’s courage
revived. She held to the seat with ons
hand, gathered np the lines with the
other, and again pulled one line—aronnd
they whirled.

The shafts were broken, and the
wagon turned over, and Aunt Phebe
landed in a tobacco field over the fence.

“The (Ghost”"—freed from that rattlin
thing behind him—stopped and wai

Aunt Phabe called lustily for help.

Farmer Jones and his men, workin,
at the other end of the field, witn
the catastrophe and came quickly to
her aid.

Fortunately no bones were broken,
thongh she was somewhsat bruised.
The green bonnet was flattened and the
scarlet parasol had “outlived its use-
fulness,” as one of the men remarked
when he picked it up. Her shawl was
in rags, her bustle twisted around on
one side, and her nose bloody.

“She looks like er game rooster thet’s
hed the wurst uv er fight,” one of the
boys said, as he glanced over his shoul-
der at her.

Farmer Jones was helping her into
the house snd saving, “Mighty lucky.
madam, that yon wasnear s house. Yon
come right in and make yourself as
comfortable 's youcan. They ain't no
woman here to help you fix up the dam-
ages, I am sorry to ssy. I'm er lone
man. Youn won't find evervthi ship-
shape; I ain't a muster hand at house-
keepin'. My wife was, though. I lost
her Ligh s ago. Yis, I lost her.”

Helgnk out a soiled handkerchief and
wiped his eyes. N

Aunt Phebe looked at him keenly
g:forglha said, “I'm 1m’.dder, I know

w ' sympathize with yon.”

The broken shafts were tied up and
one of the men sent home with the
horse and wagon. “The Ghost™ looked

weary and woe-begone enough after his
: | unaccustomed i

exercise.
After dark Farmer Jones drove upto
Asron Brown's. He wasin a fine car-

WAy
Bhua:aﬁnharehthu, and to say

Shehad made her last long visit at
“Brother Asron's.”

AN ORTHODOX NAN,

He Wouldn't Give the Lightning Any
Ch to Do Busl .

A man wearing the evidences of a tire-
some j dismonnted from a jaded
horse atthe §m of a cabin near the Ar-
kansas line of the Indian Territory, and,
speaking to an old fellow who advanced
to meet him, ssid:

“My friend, I am worn out and am
hungry. Can you give me shelter and
something to eat?”

The old fellow picked up a wood tick
out of his whiskers, and looking at it,
answered :

“T dunno "zackly, but we mout, as
gich things have did. Whut's yo'
name?”

“Marcus White.”

“Ah,hah! They call you Mark, I
reckon?”

“Wall, my nume, is Matthew, an’ I've

a son named Luke and one named
ohn. All uv us tergether would make
a sort of gospel team, wonldn't we?"

“Yes,” said Mr. White, smiling, “but
the question now is, can I find accom-
modation here?”

“Hitch yo’ horse an’ eome in, an’ we'll
see rbout it.”

W uen White went into the homse a
shrunken woman, mumbling over her
knitting, made room for him by i
back her chair without getting up, an
a jute-haired child, with a hunk of corn
t:;nd in its hand, scrambled under the

“Set cdown, Mr. Mark,” said old
Matthew. “Tildy, (addressing his wife)

“you mout hussle around now an' git
this here hongry man suthin' ter eat.
Yon mont go out thar an’ kilt that old
hen that's been a-settin’ fur two weeks
on them pieces uv brickbats. Bile her
}]ong enough an’ I reckon we ken chaw

ar.n

The woman wiped her nose on her
knitting and went out, and pretty soon
;l:;r.emthedjatmng' ery of an old

“Mr. Mark,” said old Matthew, “you

are religious I hope.”
“Yes, 1 try to be.”

“@lad ter hear it, fur nobody but re- | .

ligious folks can claim anything offen
me. You believe that Aaron made a
steer outen gold, don’t you?"

“Yes, a call.”

“Air you shore it was a ca'f?"

“I am quite sure.”

“Wall, then, we won't argy. AllI
want is ter settle the fack uv yo' belief,
fur, ez I tell you, I am a religions man,
dyed in the wool an’ baptized in the
feathers. You believe that old 'Lisha
made the he-bears eut up forty children,
don't you?”

'Yuluh,'nidmo!ﬂnbgp.
“Whut did yon do with him
:Tiadllinterlm"

Good! Then what did you do?”
u;?ocutmhinkodu an’ whipped

“Good I" the old man exclaimed. “Did
howl #”

he
“Bawled like er cow,”
“Good! How many did you hit him ?"

'Fiﬂy’
“Fustrate. Then what?*

Fostoate, M- MuK® bo  sdded,
spesking to the guest, “that oughter
teach him a lesson.™

'mh;!.hdnohm-ut

“Oh, he sued me for s saddle I borrid
lmnll:h. Left him tied, ch? Fus-

have a little liberality, yoo know, ez
well exs beliefl. Do you kTeve that
Adam was made outer dust?”
“Well, strictly I do not.”
“What! don't believe Adam was
made outer dust ?”
“~o tell you the truth, I donot.”
“Well, then, git outer this house right
smart; get right out.”

“‘g; (ﬁr. this rainstorm——" ==
“Git out (springing to his feet) or
htnrr;yeu. hldon‘t want the ightnin’ ter
strike my house jest because I've a
inlo:del{am Git out.” et
“Won't you %:;re me & piece of that

“Not a speck. I ain't gwine to give
the lightnin’ the slighest excuse for
lén?fm Nco#inferdel harbored here.

it!”

Mr. Marcus White rode into the
storm.—Arkansaw Traveler.

when they eross the top of s high hill or
mountain to make a propriatory offer-
ing to the spirits of storm and tempest.
In the extreme northeastern paxt of Si-
beria these offerings consist gen

o!tob-mo;inr?thmwn out mm
ground in t of some inent

noticeable rock; but in the Trans-
Baikal the Buriats and Mongols are ac-
customed to pile a heap of stones beside
the road, erect thereon half a dozen
rods or poles and suspend from the lat-
tarmﬁpweel' of their clothing. Every
pious traveler who passes a shrine of
this sort on the summit of a mountain is
ight from his vehicle or

sort of tailor's collection of scraps and
remnants of cloth of every concei

vable
kind, quality, snd color, Bunarmﬁ to
thewi?zd from slender poles that

In practice, however, this mighl nof
be feasible, unless one could remember

il
t
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